
1 

2701 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
Chapter 1 
My second wedding anniversary was on this day. I remember it like it was yesterday. I requested 
to leave work early and waited for an Uber to get me where I needed to be. It was a nice day out 
as the weather had finally begun behaving. That year, we had more rain than expected and I 
couldn’t keep my hair intact for long. My husband and I had been married for two years by this 
day, and I wanted to start something that will last forever. I shouldn’t have. I think back 
profusely on the moment this idea entered me and regret thinking against it. This antic has 
haunted me every moment since. There’s not a day that goes by where I don’t think about what 
else we could have done to celebrate our union. Literally anything else would still have him here 
with me. I don’t know if he’s still out there, or not. I think about him all the time. I still believe I 
see his car sometimes, but...that could just be my mind. 
Let’s get back to the story. So... he's sitting on the couch reading the paper still dressed in work 
clothes from the office. He put the paper down to catch me in his arms as it’s the first time we’ve 
seen each other besides in quick passing early that morning. He stood and wrapped his arms 
around me after I hopped into him like an excited child. He always dressed in loafers and a nice 
trench as I've always had a thing for a well-dressed man. To describe him to someone, I'd 
compare him to a Lance Gross or a younger Idris Elba. Tall, dark, handsome, intelligent, and 
slimly muscular; mildly built. “Slimly” is a word, right? If not, you know what I mean.  
 
Let me provide a backstory for the effects of a quality story. We've been together for 4 years 
before he proposed. I stayed in my family home while we dated, so we hadn’t stayed together 
long. I wasn’t that eager kid ready to move out once I was old enough to. I was introduced to 
bills and money rather quickly and deemed it necessary to stay in my family home until 
otherwise needed. Everyone won this way. I was around long enough to help out my family and 
he and I weren’t rushing to play house. He never looked at me as "less-than" because I didn't 
invest in my own yet. He wasn’t like these new aged guys that just wants you in your own space 
so sex is easier. His mindset was different. He was patient. Anyway, I stayed home until we were 
married. After the wedding and honeymoon, we moved into the place we have now. Something 
similar to what I’ve read about Michelle Obama. Life is always easier with a good family in your 
corner. Space may have been an issue every now and then, but looking back...I made all the right 
decisions.  
 
...All up until now. 
 
We met at a hospital. I was the assigned nurse. He had been in a terrible car accident suffering an 
exiguous amount of broken bones. While tending to his wounds, bringing him food, and serving 
his medication, I'd become attracted to his conversation, so I made it a point to keep it going. He 
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was different. The only man that showed interest in prolonging educated conversation with me 
opposed to smiling in my face just long enough to get me in the bedroom. He and I didn't have 
sex until I made the move. He never even talked about it. My kinda guy; not primally urged, just 
interested and relaxed. Thinking back, I remember he would ring the nurse's bell just to ask how 
my day was. If a different nurse came in, he'd request me at all costs. He wasn’t rude to the other 
staff, but he was persistent in needing me for his “wants.” Hmph, maybe trust issues or a hell of a 
game plan, either way, it worked on me good. I remember vividly, one day I had the day off 
from work and I received a phone call from the nurse's station that my patient wouldn't 
communicate with the other nurses. I pulled overtime just to come in and care for him. When he 
was well enough to sit upright, he would read the paper and tell me what was interesting to him 
about it. We met when I was 26. He was 31. I am now 32 and he is 37. We have no children and 
no pets. We weren't interested in anything that would draw attention away from each other. 
We've both seen what children can do to a partnership in both of our family homes. Our parents 
showed us everything that we didn't want to be. We learned from their experiences in lieu of not 
repeating them. Man, going down memory lane makes me miss having him around. I swear I 
search daily for any evidence that he is even still alive. Our love was mutual. Is mutual. He 
would have never just up and left me as some screw-head reporter tried to tell me. I’ve been 
bombarded by so many reporters asking for details about our story. One told me he saw him with 
another family down in Texas. The love we shared isn’t one to walk away from. 
Well, anyway… lets talk about what happened. I pray this piece of literature finds him or 
someone that knows something. 
 
To pick back up where I left off, I walk into our one bedroom 1,200 sq ft home and he's on the 
couch reading the paper, dressed and ready to go as I've instructed. I've been parading about this 
huge anniversary gift I've been working on and he was eager to see it. His excitement was 
always subtle. Even when he was bouncing on the inside, he never let his body show it. He was 
the perfect manly man. My Uber leaves and I grab his keys from the coffee table in front of him, 
"Let's go," I tell him happily. 
He stands to follow without resistance, folding his paper perfectly down the center and laying it 
across the table. He was delighted and highly interested to see what I’ve been up to. I drove his 
BMW 40 minutes across town considering my Jeep has been away due to a recall for forever. 
We took turns controlling through the music and doing our best version of car karaoke. I lower 
the music when we get close. He questioned my action as he was deeply invested into the second 
verse of, “How You Make Me Feel” by Michael Jackson. I informed him to brace himself. I pull 
into the driveway of an eight thousand square foot ranch style home. I can see his face beginning 
to lighten. The Caucasian woman who showed us the house months ago awaited our arrival on 
the porch holding a briefcase in one hand and a folder in another. She smiled like we were long 
lost family. I’d show all my teeth if I was getting the commission for this house too. No one’s 
been in it for 50 years or so. The house needed so much work and had quite a history. A history 
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that should have stopped me in my tracks. I’ll admit, I had a disbelief in all things paranormal. I 
believed all things could be explained and we just hadn’t figured out everything there was to 
know about life. 
 
Ray. I never told you his name. My husband's name is Ray and my name is Vivian. With my 
nursing and his accountant skills, we pulled in an easy 6 figures. So...I bought the house he 
picked last time we went out looking. I worked out a deal where I purchased the home, but Ray 
could also add his name onto the paperwork as the additional owner. 
 
I know this was a large purchase to handle on my own, but his own words told me it was okay to 
proceed. The look in his eyes when we first did the walkthrough a few months back, approved 
the permission. I also heard him on the phone one night telling his mother what he would do if he 
had that house. She didn’t seem to be a fan of the house and refused to come see it. I’ll touch on 
that later. When we went back home to our precious little one bedroom, he felt horrible that we 
couldn't afford the better home. He felt cramped and didn’t smile as much for a while. I can tell 
from the glare in his eyes and body movement the rest of that week that he was thinking about 
this house. He kept talking about the kitchen and garage. He loved to cook and needed more 
space for his “man time”. I couldn't wait to give him his dream. With a few promises at work, 
some over time, and due favors...I landed more than enough for the down payment.  
 
I park the car and I can tell he's still putting two and two together. I can tell because he has that 
happy concerned investigative gesture stretched across his face. My body filled with all the 
things a girl could feel in a situation as such. 
"You didn't!" He finally starts vocalizing his emotions, "Yo-you..you did not!" 
All I couldn't do is smile. "How?!" He shouts showing all of his pearly whites. "Oh, you've got to 
explain this!" He says while exiting the car. I plunge out the car after him to greet the real estate 
agent. I wish I could remember her name, but...for the life of me, I can't. I hear him yelling about 
the yard, “This yard feels so familiar. I feel like this is home already.” 
All I could do is smile. 
The real estate agent walks down the white polished porch stairs to shake our hands. At that 
moment, I catch a visual from the corner of my eye. I look toward the window from the foyer, 
and there stands a pretty little girl. She couldn't have been any more than 5 or 6 years of age. I 
smile and wave at her, but as I do, she turns to leave, leaving the blinds slowly waving back and 
forth. That moment gave me chills. I blamed it on the weather. I shake the agent's hand, as she 
surprisingly hands me the second set of keys, "I've found them," she said. 
I take them happily as she'd once mentioned the backup keys hadn't been seen in years. I take 
them and hand them to Ray, "For you." I said.  
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His face tells me everything that he can't get into words. The woman walks us in and it instantly 
feels like home. I look around to say hello to the young girl again, but I don't see her. I turn to the 
agent, "where'd the little cutie go?" I say with a giggly smile, "She’s your baby?" I ask before she 
answered the first question. The agent looks at me with one of those confused smiles where 
you'd frown and smile simultaneously. I pointed toward the window where I saw her. "The girl 
there in the window," the agent looked toward the window and back at me. This time without the 
smile. She looked like she'd seen a ghost. "Ye-yes...I apologize for her. I'll see where she went 
and take her back to the car," she said. Before I couldn't ask Ray, he told me he didn't see 
anyone. 
"I need to see that heated garage again babe. That is going to be my place of solitude when 
you're on your period." We both laugh, but the agent did not. She had a nervous stance to her all 
of a sudden. I didn’t put any more energy into it. We head out the back while the agent goes on 
the prowl for her child, I’d assumed. She probably didn't want us to see her. We've all had that 
‘sneak your kid to work' moment. 
 
The garage was Ray's favorite part. It's the place where a man can be a man. I watched in 
full-mental-glee as he talked to himself aloud about where his television was going and how he 
could get his boy in here to run a cable line.  
Mancave it is. I didn’t complain because I've already claimed one of the larger bedrooms as a 
she-shed! Every couple needs a runaway-zone. Right now our runaway zones are a couple of 
bars up the street. We never go to the same bar if we need space at the same time. Alcohol 
helped by making the make-up sex explosive. Whoever makes it to the closest bar calls dibs on 
it. I predict that won’t be a problem any further. This house has so much space, we don't have to 
run away from home to get a piece of mind. 
 
This house was everything a fairly new couple could dream of.  
Total ranch style, three and a half baths, six bedrooms off a long spacious hallway, two dining 
areas, and a kitchen with an island in the center. I've always wanted to hang my pots and pans in 
the carrying case above the island as they do on all the Lifetime movies. Some rooms were 
carpeted and some were not. The bathrooms all had marble flooring. They were so smooth 
beneath the small of my feet! I couldn't wait to invite my girls over. This was much different 
than either of the houses we’ve grown up in. 
 
He and I made our way back to the foyer, but the agent was gone. I finished all the paperwork 
with her days ago, she was interested in being there for the surprise and getting Rayond’s 
signature. There’s no sign of her and her car is gone. All that’s left is the folder she held when 
we pulled up. I look over at Ray, "Maybe we took too long." He nods. I pick up the folder from 
the floor. Inside sat our agreement papers with a sticky note attached to it, “Had to go, enjoy!” 
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We had so much going on, we didn’t think to be alarmed or concerned. We honestly thought she 
was just another weird white lady. We are no racists, but every race has those few that make the 
whole crew look bad. Anyway, we headed home to pack and call movers. We had so much ahead 
of us. Normally, we'd just pack up the car in a trip or two, but we weren't in the mood. We 
scheduled the movers for the next day and packed all the nicknacks we needed. The next day, we 
waited at the new house with a few foldable chairs, beers, tv, a microwave, and a PlayStation to 
help pass the time. To bring back old times, I picked up ramen noodles and a few bowls. In 
college, my girls and I made it with hot water and a microwave. Disgusting, but fun. I told him 
I'd show him how I used to get down and make him a bowl one day. There’s no better time than 
now. I always liked to have fun with him in this way. We grew up so differently. I survived on 
noodles, and he grew up on steak and eggs. 
 
I'm in the kitchen breaking the noodles apart through the bag. Crunching them before you 
opened them always made the cooking process better in the microwave. We agreed on a DVD to 
watch and were already prepared for cuddles in comfortable clothing. We haven’t sat back and 
watched an actual “DVD” in years. I believe we put on the first John Wick. I laid across his lap 
fully engaged in the show until I grew hungry. I had him pause the show so we could have a nice 
snack or two to go along with the film. He follows me into the kitchen to watch my famous 
college process of ramen noodles. I remember like it was yesterday. 
"This can't be sanitary," he says with a cringe on his face. 
I laugh, "Just take notes. Once you have em, you'll be hooked." 
He watches as I pour the broken noodle contents into a plastic bowl, fill it with water, and pop it 
into the microwave. "Wait, when do you put the seasonings on it?" he asks. 
I laugh at the simple fact that he really REALLY has no idea how this works.  
"You put it on afterward, babe. Did you really have steak and potatoes all through college??"  
He ignored my sarcastic question. "This makes no sense. That's like cooking a meal first and 
seasoning it later," he complains. 
I placed the most crestfallen look I could find upon my face, "Plenty of people cook that way!" 
“Anyone cooking backwards needs to be arrested,” he insulted. 
“Well arrest me now because my lemon pepper wings, that you love so much, are seasoned 
AFTERWARD!” 
He laughs, I laugh. We always made each other laugh. He was truly my best friend. This is going 
to be a hard story to get through. 
 
Anyway, we continue to talk about a whole bunch of nothing. One thing about he and I is, there 
was never a dull moment. We could talk about the smallest topic and be on it for hours. Whether 
we agreed or disagreed with each other, it was never disrespect. We always found a way to learn 
something new about each other every day. While we are talking, there's a deafening crash in the 
living room. We look at one another looking for the answer to the noise. While we are searching 
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each other’s eyes, the movie starts to play on its own from being paused. Trying to make sense of 
the noise, neither of us moves just yet. He pulls me toward him as I was closest to the doorway. 
We...hear something. Over the noise of the movie, we hear additional voices ostensibly in an 
argument.  
We look at each other comprehensively and consummately perplexed. I hear the intense volume 
on the television, which is much louder than we had it. But, there are steadily more voices I 
overhear. We've seen this movie a thousand times, this wasn't part of the movie. There's also no 
furniture in there and that room is fully carpeted, so anything hitting the floor that loud is not 
possible. We walk slowly back into the living room. There's nothing. He picks up the controller 
and pauses the show again while descending the volume with the remote. He looks back at me. 
"Did you hear all of that?" he asks.  
"Yea, it sounded like a place full of people. Was that in here or was it outside?" I ask. Deflecting. 
He takes a look out the blinds, but as expected there was no one. Just broad daylight with a kid or 
two riding their bikes up the street. 
I knew the noise came from inside.  
I did. 
It just didn't make any sense at the time and...I was too daunted to pry any further.  
 
We go back into the kitchen like nothing happened, but you can see the interruption aggressively 
sloshed across our faces. I finished the collegiate style noodles in quiet as we kept our ears to the 
rest of the rooms. 
The movers made it with our belongings and it was right on time. It gave us something to do 
other than fester on what just happened. So, that sums up day one. 
 
Chapter 2 
The next few days had passed and I had begun working on my she-shed. Ray had begun hanging 
his television and running wires with his close friend, Liam. Liam was an attractive man, but I 
only had eyes for Ray. When we all would hang out, women would constantly approach me 
about him. He was the type to treat all of his honies the same. He wasn’t very honest with them 
because he wanted them all to have his heart. Ray and I would just laugh and await the day a 
woman swept him off his feet. Liam was great at what he did. He worked for different cable 
companies until he decided he had enough skills to work for himself. He called himself a 
freelance handyman. Give him a beer and a task, and he was all over it. The day flows flawlessly 
until Liam arrived, and this was strange. When he pulled into the driveway, he looked...weird. 
He then put the car in reverse and parked across the street instead. Ray was in the garage, so, I 
went to gather what Liam's problem was. 
"What's wrong with your face?" I teasingly ask him. 
"This house…" he said with an unhinged expression. 
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I shake my head, "It's just four walls and a roof. There's history everywhere we go. Doesn't mean 
it's going to bother you.." 
Those were my exact words.  
"Come on in, I'll take you to Ray," I say. I turn to enter the house, but he's not following. 
"Nah, no thank you. I'll walk around back, I know where he is. I'm not going in there. I've seen 
enough of the inside of this house in the news clippings." 
He's beginning to agitate my award-winning patience, "Liam, are you serious right now?" 
He starts to walk his way around to the backyard, "Think I'm not." 
I walk off the porch to catch up with him, "Listen, I don't believe in all that shit. I know about the 
murders. They're gone. I grew up in a house where an old woman died. Never any experiences. 
I'm sure this home won't be any different." 
"Does he know about what happened here?" he asked, completely disregarding my explanation. 
At that moment, I felt a little bad, "No. He doesn't know all of it. He knows about the woman, 
but he doesn't know about the rest of them." 
He turned around to continue his way into the backyard, "Well, he believes in life after death. 
Once he finds out, he's going to flip shit. There's a difference between someone passing 
peacefully and going on about their spiritual business... and your life being brutally taken. You 
tend to get a little angry with shit like that. This house has been vacant since early ‘84 for a 
reason." He stops walking and turns to me, "I did an install down the street ‘bout a year back. I 
spoke to a lady that knew the Pearson family. She told me all types of shit that's been going on 
with this house. Did you know the grass on this property never grows? It stays at a fresh cut at all 
times. It's rumored that the spirit of Mr. Pearson still maintains the lawn, and I'm not goin' in that 
nigga house. Did you know that this used to be a two story home? They chopped it in half 
completely renovating it hoping some dumb asses will buy it since it ‘looks different'. There's 
video footage on Youtube of ghost children playing on the roof where their rooms used to be 
before they were shot in the face in front of their father over a drug beef. This shit is deeper than 
history. All that energy is still here." 
 
Needless to say, I stopped walking with him after that. "This isn't the fucking Amityville," I blurt 
out, but he keeps walking. Hell, even that story turned out to be phony, some say. People and 
their religious beliefs began to become a peeve of mine. When you die, you're dead. You don't 
exist anymore...or ...so I thought. I really didn't have the malicious intent as it may seem. Yes, 
I've heard about what went on at that house, but…I never thought we'd experience what we did. 
I'm sad to say Liam turned out accurate, I'd later learn. 
 
Liam and Ray finished the garage. Ray wired the house on his own because Liam still wouldn't 
come in. That’s when I heard the two of them talking secretively. Ray came to me later that night 
after Liam left. I can tell he was informed of everything I wasn’t in the mood to deal with. I was 
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mopping a stain I’d made in the kitchen and he entered, “I need to talk with you outside as soon 
as you’re done, Vivian. 
Vivian!!?? He never calls me that unless I’m about to have it. Snitching little Liam. 
I made sure to have a glass of wine before we talked. I met him in the garage, "Sup babe?" I said. 
I remember vividly trying to be cuter than normal. I sipped my wine as he tried to find his words.  
"I wanna show you something," he said. 
He fiddled on his phone to show me old news clippings about the house.  
FUCK! I think to myself. 
"Did you know all of this, Viv?" 
Cool, we’re back at Viv. That means my cuteness is working. 
I take the phone and pretend to read the stories like I've never seen them before. Looking for the 
best way to talk this through with him. 
 
...I decided not to lie, "Babe, I knew this whole story. It happened 50 years ago. I just ...didn't 
feel it was that big of a deal and didn't wanna speak on it and...didn't want to go speaking things 
into existence."  
He hollered at me for the first time in a while. "You don't believe in ghosts, but you believe in 
‘speaking things into existence', Vivian?!" 
Shit. Vivian again. 
"I'm leaving. I don't play with shit like this. I'm going back to the other house." 
"Babe, stop!" I grab his arm. "Please, please...just hear me out." 
I'm activating my award winning tears to get him to stay. He stops walking, "Listen, give it a few 
days and just see things out. If it's bad, we leave this house and go back to the other one. It's still 
ours. We can go back to it. Just ...please..." 
 
"We've already been experiencing weird shit in here," he said, waving his hand in the air toward 
the house. 
 
"It could've been the children outside walking up the street. And maybe the DVD has a timer on 
it. When it's paused for so long, some of them stop or play." 
 
He waved his hand at me in a nasty dismissive manner. He was so pissed and I actually found it 
sexy. 
"That's not what the fuck happened, Viv, and you know that. It's a PlayStation. When you pause 
it, it's paused until the console goes to sleep." 
 
"Babe," at this point I need him to focus, "Please. When we see one thing out of place, one solid 
piece of evidence, we are out of here. You have to give things a chance. Have you ever 
experienced anything supernatural? Or are you basing your reality off of the stories of others?" 
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I asked as sincerely as possible. 
 
He started pacing the floor in a tight circle. "Viv," he muttered with one hand on his hip and one 
across his forehead, "fuck!!" he shouted in a mummer. 
 
I dropped my head to show submission and defeat. I held a number of tricks up my sleeve, vest, 
socks, hat, and panties. 
"One thing. One time. One. Just one and I'm leaving that same moment," he says and walks out 
the garage, "I'm going to the other house to check the mail. I'm waiting on a package from the 
office." 
 
I don't think he needed to get anything from anywhere. He just...didn't want to be around me. In 
that moment I realized there’s not a home big enough to keep him still. When he needs space, he 
needed to breathe air differently from me. I understood that then. 
 
I'm doing my best to understand his emotions toward this, but I don't understand a fear of 
something you've never experienced. I mean, I'm sure you know a car accident hurts without 
ever being in one, but this isn't something so authentic. This is paranormal. There are no 
certainties. There is no concrete cases or evidence.  
 
Chapter 3 
It was 3 and a half hours later last time I looked at the clock. Ray was still gone. I haven't tried 
his cell because I know he needs space behind this. I started to think I’d made a mistake. I 
wished he'd come home.  
When I'm frustrated, I practiced my yoga. It's always been perfect for stress and meditation.  
 
I played soft jazz on our living room system and found a yoga instructor on Youtube to follow. 
It's around 6 pm. 
I'm about 9 minutes into the workout and...I start to feel something. The feeling couldn't be 
explained, but there sat an uncomfortable feeling. I don't know if I was thinking too much or if 
something was...wrong. I start looking around slowly; tortiselike. The yoga instructor is in a 
downward dog and I'm on all fours rotating my eyes across the living room like I'm looking for 
something specific. I'm looking for the possible mistake I have made. I'm in this house alone. I'm 
on my knees. I'm begging for a moment. Show me anything. Show me this was a mistake. Where 
are you? 
 
But, there’s nothing. I’m in the most submissive position known to man, and the house tells me 
nothing. I sit on my bottom and mute Youtube. “If there is a presence is this home, tell me 
NOW!” I holler. I sit and I wait. There’s nothing. I look around, I wait patiently for a sound in 
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the distance. I get nothing. I giggled to myself in feeling goofy for buying into what Liam and 
Ray were saying. 
 
Around 10 at night, I hear a noise that pops me from my sleep. It’s just Ray’s key in the door. I 
exhaled harshly because now my thoughts are getting to me. You can tell he's been drinking. He 
wasn’t drunk, but he had a way about him. When you spend so much time with one person, you 
sometimes learn them better than they know themselves. He always swung his arms in a more 
relaxed manner when he'd had a few stiff ones.  
"I'm sorry," he said before I could say anything. 
He walked over to me and knelt on the floor. I'd been there after my workout deep in thought 
until I drifted.  
"How long you been down here?" he sat on the end of my yoga mat. 
"I've lost count," I said, “How were your drinks?” 
He laid across my legs, "Plentiful,” he said not providing eye contact. I didn’t say a word.  
“See any demons yet?" he asked. 
We both burst out laughing. Organically. The kind of laughter that gives your abdomen a candid 
workout. I was so happy he'd become light about the situation and willing to try something he'd 
been brainwashed to fear. I'm assuming he gave his bartender an ear full. Whatever caused the 
change of heart, I'm grateful for it. I had a plan to prove him wrong. I have to...because I already 
have someone interested in buying our old house. I had an email that morning titled "second 
attempt" in signing for the house. I've been holding it off to be sure this was the best decision. 
Worst case scenario, we'd move back to the old house and show this one for rent to anyone 
interested in our old home...for the same cost. I know how that may sound. Our old house is 
much smaller than the new one, but it would be the only way to go back…"home" ...if we had to 
make a run for it. I'd hate to pull a prank like P-Funk and Tommy Dynamite from the Martin 
show. 
Anyway, we head to bed. 
 
2:01 in the morning, I awaken haphazardly. I looked at the clock on the nightstand to gather the 
time. We still used clocks instead of our phones. Oddly, I'm wide awake. Almost like I was never 
asleep. Ray always enjoyed sleeping in the dead of dark, but I didn't. I look over, but he's gone. 
While my eyes are adjusting to the dark, I pat the bed where he'd normally lay to be sure. He's 
really gone. Shit. I think to myself. He knows I hate to sleep alone because I suffer from sleep 
paralysis every now and then. I lay a little longer listening to hear his footsteps or something to 
soothe my conscious.  
...I hear nothing. The dead silence had become eerie.  
Looking around the room, I can "feel" the darkness gathering around me, somewhat tightly. I 
feel claustrophobic. I can't breathe. I throw the covers off of me fed up with the games my 
imagination is playing, "Babe?" I shout awaiting a comforting response.  
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...nothing. I place my feet quietly onto the floor to step away from the bed comparable to being 
hunted in unfamiliar territory trying to creep away as undetected as possible. My bare-feet 
meshed through the carpet as my mattress makes a small, but firm initiation of my departure. I 
stop like I've been spotted, "Babe?!" I call out a little more aggressively. I’m frustrated that I’m 
feeling afraid. What is there to be afraid of right now?? 
He's not responding.  
The floor creaks, giving away my exact location with every step. I reach for the handle, but it 
opens just before I can place my hand around the knob. "Babe?" I call out and take a step back 
expecting him to lean his head in. I stare at the door for a spell waiting, but he never does. I grab 
the handle and snip it open.  
...He's not there.  
The hair behind my neck stands as this feels unnatural. I stare down the hallway, but I can't see 
anything more than shadows from the moonlight. Listening to the distance, I hear something out 
of place. It sounds similar to steady thunderous vibration...a firm growl fading perfectly into the 
distance where it can go unnoticed. I walk back into the bedroom backward. I can't take my eyes 
off of the empty distance as I feel a hungry presence in attendance. I feel like prey. I smack on 
the light switch. My heart races just as quickly as my feet as I ran to my cell phone to speed-dial 
his name. He answers almost immediately,  
"Sorry babe, did I wake you?" 
The thickness in the room instantaneously begins to lift at the sound of his voice. 
"Where are you?" I ask with a hint of attitude in my voice. 
"I'm putting the bar together in the garage. I couldn't sleep. What's wrong?" He asked. 
I wait. I hesitate. Did I hear what I heard?  Should I tell him? Is his way of thinking beginning to 
play with my mind? Was that a growl or just the weather? Maybe I heard the racket from the 
work in the garage. Did he leave me in the dark to freak me out? 
After a moment, I respond to him, "Nothing is wrong. I just ...missed you." 
He tells me he'll be back in, in about an hour or so. We end the call. I feel my body beginning to 
ache from sitting so tense. I plop the phone back on the bed. Replaying the current events, I’m 
trying to decide if it was real. There is literally a judge and jury in my mind discussing the 
information. The prosecutors in my mind are really talented. I’m accusing myself of having a 
powerful imagination. Did the door really open or did I actually open it. Fuck it. I decided to 
confront my uncomfortable feelings of the hallway. I walk back to the door. I open the door and 
start down the hall. I'm walking quicker. I have a purpose. There is nothing here. I’m headed 
very hastily to the next light switch. The light has become my confidence. I make it. I flip the 
switch and there's nothing there. Just my imagination, as I thought. I feel goofy again. For a 
moment, I thought something else could have been there with me. The power of the imagination. 
Hell, the power of minimal belief. Superstition and religion are best compared to the neurotoxin 
of a snake bite. It goes straight to your head. 
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I shake my head and make my way to the she-shed I've been working on. He's working and I 
can't sleep...I may-as-well do the same. 
 
Chapter 4 
Two months have passed. Between the hours he and I have been pulling at work, we haven't had 
much time in the house. We decided against "selling" our other property and listed it available to 
rent instead. He gave me another piece of his mind when he found out I had a buyer, but that 
argument alone is it’s own chapter book. We’ve remodeled a few things and Liam actually 
entered the premises. He said it looked incredibly different from the clippings. My she-shed was 
near completion and I’d began building a bar. As I mentioned before, it’s been quiet in the house. 
Little to know activity, so I’m certain of my imagination giving me a run for my money in the 
bedroom that night. There’s been small sounds and little bumps, but nothing different than what 
we’ve heard in our old house. Actually, there was one. There was one. I can’t believe I’d 
forgotten. Liam brought over a female friend who was interested in seeing the house. She’d 
heard of the public uproar discussing this home being lived in after so long. Some community 
residents wanted the home to be turned into a memorial, while some didn’t have a problem with 
it. This is what happens when you move into an uppity part of town. West Bloomfield Hills, 
Michigan was not easy going about this house. She talked him into coming in and Ray cooked 
dinner. I’d invested in a nice diner set and placed the food like I’d seen done on television. I had 
placed a cloth across the table to protect it. When I left to get the dishes, the cloth was neatly 
covering the television set hung up on the wall in the room over. I know I didn’t place it there. I 
placed it on the table. I remember vividly. I kept pulling at different sides so it would hang 
evenly on each side. Puzzled for a moment, I searched until I found it, then pull it down from 
covering the television. It was stone cold, stiff, and riddled with microscopic holes and tears 
through it. I figured my mother’s dog had gotten to it and tossed it in the air. Then, from there, it 
landed perfectly covering the television that hung on the wall… right...right?  
I swear, replaying this story makes me see clearly in hindsight. I threw the garment into the trash 
and made my mind up about it. It was the dog. Even after Raymond walked in twenty minutes 
later with the dog with him. They both had been gone on a run. Maybe they came back for water 
while I was in the kitchen. I refused to mention that as evidence because I have no proof. 
Misplacing a tablecloth is no reason to make a scene.  
 
So, my birthday is approaching mid-August and he and I both scheduled a few days off. My 
mother is heading out of town and asked if we'd care for her dog again. Mom dog was a 
respectable Great Dane that only acted like a K9 periodically. You’d think she was a human 
being ninteynine percent of the time. Tisk, was her name. She dropped off Tisk’s cage, food, 
bowls, and cleaning supplies in case she had an accident with being in a new environment on her 
way out of town. My mother’s dog has been here before, she just hadn’t stayed this long before. I 
love animals and I’ve been begging to dog sit for more than just a few hours, so I didn’t mind. 
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Ray and I talked about doing a dinner for my birthday and agreed to prepare for it in the 
upcoming days. Here is where things started to get continuously unexplainable. 
 
It's a Thursday night and we've decided to watch a movie to pass the time. We were cuddled on 
our loveseat, and Tisk was on the floor asleep. I can't remember what we were watching. I 
believe Harlem Nights, but it couldn't have been another old school film we enjoyed. The night 
is going as planned. Moms dog isn't much of a hassle and Ray has begun enjoying the house 
after seeing for himself that not all myths are real.  
 
The last time I remember looking at the clock, it was around ten. Nine and some change. The 
night was going smooth and Tisk was an angel. There were no accidents in the house, she was 
really good with certain commands, and even fetched household products. Anyway, we were 
watching Harlem Nights. I remember because Ray scared the dog when he laughed about Della 
Reese pinky toe. Ray didn’t laugh aloud much, so when he did, it was a new noise for Tisk. 
Within a seconds time, as quickly as I can inhale, the air around us had become tight again. Just 
like that night in the bedroom. This time, I noticed that Ray noticed too. He looked away from 
the television just as I had, searching the darkness around us for answers. Now, I know it’s not 
my imagination. 
The lightlessness in the room had become chokingly heavy. Before we'd realized, the view from 
us to the television had begun to resemble a dense dark tunnel with the tv being the light at the 
end. It became impossible to see your hand out in front of you. Tisk jumped to her feet 
resembling a battle stance and growled immensely at the darkness around her. She looked around 
like she was surrounded. Like, she could see what we were trying to see. Ray and I nervously 
took to the surroundings. We saw nothing in particular, but we did notice the change in the shade 
around us. Incomprehensibly, Tisk dropped to the floor neck first, scratching, kicking, and 
pawing toward it alarmingly. I scurried to my feet standing at a hunch on the couch staring at her 
odd behavior. Ray jumped to his feet and toward the lamp in the corner. As he turned the light 
on, I dashed to the floor in aid to Tisk. Blood dashed from her neck like she'd been mangled by 
something much larger than she.  
"Tisk! What did you do?!" I shout while using my hand to pressure the blood. 
Ray stood over us, "She didn't do that to herself," he said softly panting. 
"Babe, you saw just as I did. She fell to the floor scratching and pawing at her neck with her hind 
legs. It's probably fleas or allergies." 
"Fleas or what?! Vivian!!" He hollers at me.  
 
He's speaking to me in a manner I wouldn't tolerate from anyone but him. He's angry. He's 
telling me I'm avoiding what's really happening and says I have an excuse for everything. I'm so 
sick of hearing his bullshit about this house, my ears go numb at the sounds of him complaining, 
yet again. He's not trying to give this place a chance.  
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"Look at her!" he's still shouting, "She needs to go to an emergency vet, now!" 
He picks the dog up and snatches his keys from the shelf by the door on the way out. “Go get a 
towel!” He shouts. Blood drips from Tisks' neck like the rapids down his back and onto the floor. 
I dash to the kitchen and grab the mid-sized hand towel, jump in my flip flops like a bolt of 
lightning, and head out after them leaving the movie going. He's still talking. Complaining. 
Contending. Bickering. Disputing. In my eyes, this wasn't concrete evidence that the house was 
haunted with demons. I wrap the towel around Tisk and apply pressure, “Just hold this in place, 
please!” I yell back at him. 
"Call your mom and ask if she's ever done this before," he demanded in between insulting my 
intelligence. 
I don't respond. It's no point. When he gets to spilling his words around like the Tasmanian devil, 
it's best to let him vent.  
 
I knew of a 24-hour veterinarian clinic off of the boulevard. Ray and I both work in the area, so it 
was no issue getting there fast. I drive mistakenly across the curb while he's keeping stable 
pressure on the dog's neck. The blood is secreting itself into the crevasses of the car seats. I'm 
driving as responsibly as I can, given the circumstances. Now that I look at it, I've never bled like 
that from a “scratch”. There are about 3 other cars in the parking lot. I pull up to the door and we 
run out. I hold the door open as he totes her in. The receptionist jumps to her feet with her 
stethoscope and calls for emergency backup at the sight of our distress. A team of people come 
out and tend to Tisk, rushing her to the back. 
"What's her name, age, and what happened?" One of the team members asks while writing our 
answers onto papers clipped on a clipboard. The rest vanishes into the employees-only area 
while Ray leaves me to answer the questions. 
"Her name is Tisk, she's four, and we were sitting watching a movie and all of a sudden she 
jumps up growling... then falls to the floor pawing and scratching at her neck. We came here 
directly afterward." 
She wrote a little longer on her paperwork and handed it over to me. I read and fill out the rest. 
 
Ray and I sit in the waiting area not saying a word to one another. We're behaving like fighting 
children who were grounded by mother unreasonably. We sit with a vacant chair separating us. 
His arms are folded and I can't seem to stop tapping my foot. Estimating forty minutes go by and 
a woman with a surgical mask comes from the back. She pulls down her mask to speak with us, 
"Whatever attacked this dog was pretty big. She's suffered a considerably dominant and 
aggressive attack. We shaved the fur from around her neck to grab a better look at what we were 
dealing with. We had to apply thirty-seven stitches along her neckline. Odd thing is, I can't think 
of an animal large enough to go undetected right in front of you and practically sever her head at 
the same time." 
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She stared at me as though I'd provide a contrasting answer to assist her theory. I looked at her 
just as strange as she looked at me. “Just as I told the other woman, there was no other animal.” 
I said. She continued explaining, "Every animal has a pattern to their teeth which we can use to 
identify the animal. The kind of animal that wrapped itself around your dog, isn't one I've ever 
encountered. Nothing in wildlife or domestic. We will keep her overnight to monitor her 
progress." 
Welp, Ray is about to run with this shit. I look over at him and he says nothing with no 
expression. He doesn't look at me or acknowledge what was just said to us, he just sits there 
biting the corners of his mouth. He pulls out his phone. He fiddles with it a bit before putting it to 
his face to start a call, “Hello, are there any rooms available for the week?”  
Wow. Here we go again.  
 
I won't argue with him. I can't. I have to explain to my mother that her dog almost died. I pull out 
my phone and deliver the shitty news onto her voicemail leaving the number of the vet as well. 
 
Chapter 5 
Ray booked us at the Extended Stay, but we had to go back home to pack a bag, grab phone 
chargers, etc. The ride home is quiet and nerve-wracking as expected. I know what he's going to 
say, and he knows what I'm going to say. There's no music playing, only the sounds of our 
avoidance. The ride took much longer returning than it did leaving. I kept glancing at him. I 
don’t know why. I would dare say a word. I knew what he was thinking, but I’m not sure he 
knew what I was thinking. I made excuses because I was afraid of the myths being true. I found 
any thing I could use to not be afraid. This time, I was afraid. Though we weren’t talking, the 
longer we sat in silence, the more the air lightened. We were communicating. We pulled up back 
home and  first thing we noticed was the front door. It was cracked open. We'd rushed out so 
accelerated, there is a possibility that I'd left it open accidentally. At least, that’s what I thought. I 
didn’t say that because once again...excuses. 
We walk up the white steps leisurely together. It's the only thing we've done in coordinance since 
the accident. He walked ahead of me and poked the door open with his finger in a jolt. The door 
swung slowly into suspension. “Did you leave this open?” he asks. 
I shake my head, “I can’t remember, honestly.” 
The light from the lamp is still on and the blood had forgathered in copious blotches all across 
the carpet through to the ceramic flooring in the foyer. We hadn't realized how bad things had 
gotten. 
"Come on. I'm going to the bedroom to get what we need for a few days," he says to me. 
I say, "Go ahead, I'm going to get the cleaning supplies mom left to see if I can get this blood out 
the carpet." 
"I don't give a shit, a fuck, or a damn about that carpet, Vivian. Let's go. I'm not going anywhere 
in this house alone. I'm done. Come with me," he demanded. He'd genuinely become 
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overwhelmed and fed up with this house and I felt in that moment...there was nothing else I 
could say to him. I even found it cute that he wanted me with him and didn’t mind admitting that 
he was afraid. I'd fucked up whether I believed it or not. In that moment, my mind dwelled on 
the money lost in this investment. If I had to choose between my husband and a home, I choose 
him. He's been more than willing and...I can understand and respect how he feels. In his mind, he 
had evidence. Honestly, it wouldn’t have taken much to force his hand. He was looking for 
anything to use as evidence. Not because he didn’t adore the house, but because I was a 
nonbeliever. We walk down the hall to the bedroom, everything is normal. He grabs a few gym 
bags from his closet to fill with whatever we'd need. We both start moving more comfortably 
after it seems that the threat is away. While packing, I noticed the house was still. Too still. The 
floors didn't creek where they once did and the air tasted different. I’m listening, but I didn’t hear 
the television playing any more. I glanced at Ray to see if he had noticed, but he'd seemed too 
upset and shaken up to give a damn about a creaking floor, Harlem Nights, and how the air 
tasted. 
I kept looking behind us as I felt we were being stalked.  
Shit...  
...now I sound like Ray. I shook it off. 
We threw things we needed for work along with other everyday needs into the bags in no 
specific order. I don't think we've ever moved that quickly. Together we zipped our bags and 
headed back down the hallway. Ray started down the hall, then instantly slammed into a halt. He 
extended his hand behind him where I stood to stop me from making another step. I freeze. I can 
tell from his body language that he sees something. I stare into the direction where his eyes are 
fixed.  
"Do you see that?" he whispered. 
"No," I said quickly as it felt ill-fitting to speak. 
His breathing picked up, "That chair," 
I look and notice a small dollhouse chair suitable to fit a small child facing us in a corner. 
"That chair wasn't here…" he said. 
He takes a step and I grab his hand. I move with him like a routine. 
I can't explain this one. I don't even try. 
This chair isn't as radiant as they are in the stores. This one was hazy like we were viewing it 
through an exhausted VHS recording. This image doesn't fit in our world, let alone our home. 
My mind can't make sense of what I'm inspecting, therefore my eyes can't center. I'm blinking 
hectically trying to blame a lack of vision for the lack of sense. Just as quickly as we noticed it, it 
descends in light coming to a transparent memory like it ran out of battery power. 
It's gone. He and I still don’t move. We won’t. Something has us right in it’s line of fire. In the 
back of my mind, I'm waiting for the next disturbance. I can tell he is too. I become the 
aggressor. I step in front of him to lead us out. It's not dark in here, so ...I can do this. I grab his 
hand and start to jog toward the door. In that instance, we both noticed ghastly footprints in the 
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drying blood stains. We stop in the foyer in replete hysteria. Each print held three sharp toes. Our 
eyes are wide and our chests are rising and falling as if we've been in a brawl. Too afraid to see 
where the prints lead, we stumble out of the door closing it shut behind us and trotted to the car. 
Those footprints weren’t there when we walked in. Something occupied this space with us. It 
could have it.  
Too afraid to properly back out of the driveway, we circled the lawn and drove down the curb 
with no intention of ever returning.  
 
"I'm sorry about the house, but we are not safe there. We can rent it out, but honestly, I won't feel 
right sending anyone else through that kind of shit for any kind of profit. It started the moment 
we got there with that little girl that no one else saw, but you. It all makes sense." 
He managed the car ferociously and without patience for the other drivers. 
"You'll file bankrupt and I'll get something in my name. The gesture was adorable and you were 
right. That is the house I wanted, but...not anymore. Not any more. I'm not going to allow you to 
put another dime toward that house. That shit is finished." 
I don't know what to say. I don't have an excuse for this one and, on top of that, he's absolutely 
right. Money won't keep us in a haunted house. We have too much family and too many options. 
Hell, I know for a fact he'd sleep on a park bench rather than that house another night. 
 
We arrive at the Extended Stay. They held weekly and monthly rates opposed to daily rates. We 
purchased a really nice room at such short notice. It's spacious with a kitchen, one bedroom, and 
two bathrooms. The stove top was built into the countertop, and the plasma styled television 
hung from the wall. The decore was excellent. I was expecting much less. There was even a 
jacuzzi tub in the living area. We drop our bags and sit at the foot of the bed together. "I didn't 
want to take shit out of there honestly," he said with his head hung low. 
I didn't say anything in return, just shook my head to show I was listening. We ramble 
throughout the bags and take out what we need for the night and the next morning. We have 
items scattered across the tables and floors trying to make sense of what we packed. Still 
combing through my bag in search of a decent bra, I oddly come across the smart video 
recording doorbell device. I don't remember grabbing it, but I don't remember packing the bag 
altogether. It's becoming a blurry distant memory already. I show Ray, "Look, babe, I managed 
to grab the security system," I laugh. He glances at what I'm holding, briefly smiles with one 
corner of his mouth, and nothing more. My laughter lives a short life without his attendance.  
“Is it set up?” he asked unexpectedly. 
I flip the box around to read the instructions, “Nah, I picked it up for the house a few days ago. I 
never opened it.” I began opening it. 
“It’s just a doorbell? The house already has one. Why’d you buy another?” he said. 
“No, it’s not. It’s a doorbell with a camera recorder built into it. You connect it to Wi-Fi and 
download it’s application on your phone or tablet. You view all the footage from your phone or 
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tablet. It’s pretty cool. It records at a wide high def angle also, so...it can capture the entire porch 
opposed to someone needing to stand directly in front of it to get caught. It’s called a smart video 
doorbell. It even has a speaker on it so you can talk and hear anyone standing on your porch. It 
streams and records footage through an app once motion is detected. Once recorded, It stores that 
recorded footage in the cloud. Other than that, it’s a constant live stream. It’s a high-quality 
device that sees what’s coming at your door before you do.” 
He seems interested, “What about at night? Does it flash a light or something to see better?” 
“Hmmm,” I read further into the packaging, “Nope. It comes with night vision.” 
He nodded, “Pretty cool.” 
Our conversation comes to a natural mute. I continue setting up the doorbell and he starts to 
organize paperwork from his briefcase. We both find a task to help focus our minds on 
something other than that chair in the hallway. “Ahh, here’s the catch. You have to pay for video 
storage.” I pull out my card, “Just fifty bucks. I’m sure it’ll come in handy.” I pay the 
subscription and sat the doorbell camera equipment on the table after first trying it out. It was 
pretty amazing. Everything it said it was capable of, was true! Pretty neat.  
“Of all the mess we’ve endured this evening, you’re putting your time and money into a 
doorbell, viv?” He asks. 
Well, at least he’s still talking to me. I’ll take it. 
“It’s keeping my mind on something else. Like a new toy.” I said to him without looking at him. 
After about an hour or so, we got ourselves cleaned and calmed. I sat the smart video doorbell 
propped up toward the shower in the bathroom to get a sneak-peak of his shower show against 
his knowledge. When he was nice and comfortable washing his private parts, I decided to test out 
the speaker on it, 
“I sure hope this little device records this! Cause my, my, my! I’m so pleased!”  
He looked confused for a moment, then noticed the recording doorbell. He laughed hysterically 
and pretended to cover his adult parts like I’ve not seen them before. 
I giggle, “Say something! I want to see if this thing is really all that, or not.” 
“Something,” he said. 
I could’ve punched him. 
“Say something else, smart guy,” I demand. 
“Something else,” he says. 
It’s very clear in vision and audio. I walk into the restroom to retrieve the device. 
“You’re not supposed to have cameras in bathrooms. I can sue, to be perfectly honest,” 
I ignore his silly rant and leave back out. I’m just happy he’s smiling again. I call the vet to 
check on Tisk. She’s expected to make a full recovery. I text my mom that information to ease 
her mind and search for pajamas afterward. 
 
Chapter 6 
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The shower placed his nerves at rest and I've found a decent show on the television. The Fresh 
Prince of Bel-Air. I grew up watching this show, and it’s always been that positive funny show 
with a sure message behind it. This was bound to get a laugh out of us. Or...so I thought. Ray is 
the first to fall asleep. As my protector, I can image the mental exhaustion he'd experienced 
today. It's safe to say, I won't be buying any more houses any time soon. Though he’s asleep, I 
can not rest. I can’t stop thinking about that eerie chair in that awful hallway. It was always 
something unsettling about that hallway. Walking through it felt the same as an ameture model 
would on a runway for the first time. You felt you were being watched, judged, and sized up 
until you’ve reached the end. By the time you’ve made it through, you’re just thankful there were 
no hiccups along the way. Before I realized, it’s the dead of dark in here again. He must've 
awakened and turned the television off. Hell, I don’t remember dozing off. I normally try and 
sleep with the television on to avoid looking too hard into the shadows in the middle of the night. 
I’d wake up and look at the tv. Problems solved. Now that I think about it, I may have always 
had a fear in my heart of what could be lurking around in the shadows. It’s 2:01 am again. This 
wasn't a normal stir from sleep, something awakened me. I hear a noise, but I can't make out 
what it is. I hear it again. Sleep is leaving and I'm coming to. I hear the noise again and I realize 
it's a notification on my phone. I wipe my eyes in lethargy, patting the nightstand for my phone. 
Found it. 
I see more than 30 notifications from the smart-video doorbell application. It’s alerting me that 
there’s motion being detected. I clear the notifications and turn the sound off assuming it was 
from earlier. Sometimes my notifications will stay on repeat until acknowledged. No big deal, I 
lay back down. My rest only lasts for a moment as I become unsure of the time frame the 
detections are coming from. It's on the table facing the ceiling, it can’t possibly be detecting 
anything right now. Suddenly the room feels too small for comfort. My imagination is 
overpowering me. I sit up again and grab the phone just as another motion notification is coming 
through. 
I reach to cut on the lamp and open the app to see what’s been causing the disturbances. Ray stirs 
a little, but doesn’t wake fully. He mutters with his eyes closed, “What are you doing?” 
I’m staring at my phone desperate to make sense of what I’m seeing, “This app is messing up. I 
probably need to update my phone. It’s been glitching out a lot lately.” I open the doorbell app to 
see what the doorbell sees. I see us. I lift my eyes to see how this could be possible. The 
doorbell’s camera was facing the ceiling. It’s not anymore. It’s pointed right at me, hanging 
slightly in the air. I know what I saw. I turn to wake Ray, he never saw a thing. I pointed toward 
the doorbell and it was flat on it’s back like nothing ever happened. 
Ray gets up and places device into the nearest drawer. 
“You’re half sleep.” Ray said 
Now I’m not the one being believed. “The thing was filming us!” I mutter and shout at the same 
time. As those words left my mouth, I realized how I sounded. Not only were those words 
grammatically incorrect, it’s impossible for it to record us. He didn’t bother to even look at me. 
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He got back in bed and placed the covers over his head. I grew frustrated and challenged. I know 
what I...think I saw. Maybe...maybe I didn’t. I look for the pictures it should have stored in my 
phone, but I don’t see anything. I lay there until I drift. 
 
     The noisy alarm brings the morning far too fast. We both stir, unsatisfied with the amount of 
rest we’d gotten. We dress like meddling zombies and rush out the door. I honestly don’t 
remember any dental hygiene this day. He groggily instructs me to drop him off at work. Now, 
this was odd to me because we’d taken days off together. “You don’t work today,” I said to him. 
“I just need to go in,” he said. He applied no rhyme or true reason, but ...ok...I guess. 
I’ll do as told. He gets himself ready as do I. The ride to his work was quiet. The vibe is 
completely different than last night. Granted, he and I didn’t speak much last night, but the air 
around us was positive, at least. Today it was dark. I started to feel that I had done something 
wrong, or maybe he was holding a quiet grudge about the house situation again. Either way, I 
didn’t want to poke or pry. I pull into his office parking lot, “What time do you want me to get 
you?” 
“Round five,” he says. 
What the hell is that supposed to mean? Is that 4:45 pm? Is that closer to 5:30pm-ish? I’m not 
digging his attitude right now, but I refuse to ask any questions. I’ll be here “round five” as 
requested. 
 
I go to the dealership to check on my 2018 Jeep Wrangler. It’s been gone on recall for months 
now and I’m truly sick and tired of sharing transportation with Ray at this point. I walk in 
without a smile, but pleasant, and they inform me that my wrangler is ready. I’m a little pissed 
that I wasn’t called about this earlier. How long were they going to let my car sit in here before 
they called me about it? As if I don’t have more pressing concerns in my life right now, having 
my car would make things that much easier. They say there was an issue with my front track bar 
bracket being welded incorrectly increasing the risk of losing stirring control. I get my keys and 
get into my car. As I’m driving out of the lot, I see Ray’s car! Shit! I’ve completely forgotten that 
I’ve driven myself to the damn shop in his car. I pull around and park next to Ray’s car. I stop 
and think of who I can call that will help me. Then, it pops in my head. I can call my friend 
Arden to drive Ray’s car to his job, then I’ll bring her back here. This way, I can give Ray back 
his vehicle without the stress of figuring out what the fuck “round five” means. I call my 
girlfriend, Arden. Her name is pronounced “garden” without the “G”. I thought it was weird at 
first, but...it has a nice ring to it. 
 
I call and she answers on the first ring like a mad mama. I tell her I need her to drive Ray’s car to 
his job while I follow in mine to bring her back. She agrees, but tells me she isn’t in the area yet. 
I let her know I’ll wait in the waiting area until she arrives. She agrees without me needed to 
bribe. She didn’t ask any questions. She simply asked my location and where I was at. Real 
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friends. I head back into the waiting area of the shop. I’m noticing more now than I did before. 
There’s light constant traffic, but not packed at all. There are some with the same issue I had and 
others with new issues. I kept to myself in front of the small television watching Judge Greg 
Mathis, but keeping my ears open. He was just getting good and ready to call someone a 
crackhead when there’s a tap on my shoulder.  
“Hi, I’m a local reporter covering interesting stories in the area and I was told I could find you 
here.” 
I’ll never forget her face. Her name was Allison. A white lady. She didn’t seem very well off and 
she was definitely in the business for a good story. Her shoes were heavily scuffed, she had the 
wrong brassiere under her un-ironed shirt, and her belt was pulled too tight around her 
hand-me-down slacks. I stared at her, “Excuse me?” 
“My name is Allison. I’m a reporter and I want to talk to you about your experiences in the 
house on 2701 Hunters Way.” She said. 
Naturally, I ask, “Who told you to find me here?” 
She smiled, “Everyone knows of the family that purchased the forbidden house. It’s a small 
town. Everyone’s talking. You’ve been followed more times than not and there is footage 
surfacing of you and a guy carrying a wounded dog out of the house really late. Seems that you 
took the dog to a 24-hour vet and didn’t leave with the dog. Is the dog dead? What happened to 
it?” 
The nerve of this bitch. 
“What do you mean ‘followed’?” I ask. 
She pulls an older model android and starts to show me footage. Someone was recording our 
house the night Tisk was attacked, and they caught us running out with the dog and driving 
across the curb in a hurry. The video was clearly taken by drunken adults. You can hear their 
voices and someone asking for another beer. There were more adults who took off behind us, 
“I’m going to see where they’re going,” one woman said.  
“Cool. And, let us know when they’re coming back,” another man said. 
As the video continued, the front door opened on its own. They seemed very excited to catch this 
footage on camera. They laughed and cursed until inside. “Oh shit, watch out! There’s so much 
blood!” One man said. 
“They must’ve been chased out. Look at those weird footprints!” 
They laugh in pure excitement and adrenaline. I’m watching this video growing more and more 
pissed. During our time of fear, these people had the nerve to be in our home laughing and 
playing. Allison stares at me. I can see from the corners of my eyes.  
“What was that?” someone says from the video, “There’s someone down there,” they whispered 
between one another. A voice I hadn’t heard yet called out to something they saw, “Excuse me?” 
She waited for a response but didn’t get one. “Your front door was open and we saw blood. We 
came in to make sure everyone was alright. Do you need help?” she asked. 
That area was dimly lit. I couldn’t see what they were talking to. The video was extremely shaky.  



22 

The woman began to become frightened. “Oh shit,” she whispered, “Ma’am?... What are you 
doing? Do you need help?”  
You couldn’t see very well, but you knew she went to go help the woman. Her friend stopped 
her, “Wait, stop. Don’t go down there. She looks weird.” 
Still, no response, “What is that?! Put the camera on it! You’re not filming it!” 
The camera lifts to the area, but I see no one. 
“Did it just change? What the fuck is that? I thought that was a woman!” 
“It is a woman. She’s naked. What the fuck! We should go.” 
“Let’s go.” 
“It’s coming! That’s not a bitch! Go! GO!” 
Everyone takes off. All you could hear was sloppy footing and heavy breathing.  
“That’s not a fucking woman!” 
“Fuck! Fuck! Stop! Something’s wrong!” 
“My leg! Oh my God!” 
They ran out of the house as quickly as their feet could take them. The same woman shouted, 
“Where’s Blake?! He was right behind me!” They weren’t laughing anymore. They were 
breathing heavily and pacing. The video pointed toward the grass, but I could see their feet.  
The guy holding the phone nervously said, “How did we all see something different??! I saw a 
woman!” 
“No! That was definitely an animal. Looked prehistoric,” the woman said, “It’s like she 
changed.” 
They gasped for their breaths.  
“Blake!!” They all shouted. The video abruptly ends. 
I’m in shock. I’m appalled. I’m offended. I hand the phone back to Allison.  
“Blake never made it out the house,” she said. Everyone knows.” 
Wait, wait, wait...what?! I’m still trying to make sense of this video let alone this information. 
Now, I’m replaying the chair in my mind and any other nics and bumps we’ve heard. 
I don’t respond. 
“Reports say you returned to the home, but left in a hurry again. This time driving across the 
lawn and down the curb again. What happened to Blake? What did you see when you came 
home?” she asks. She’s staring at me ready to write down whatever I decide to tell her. 
Should I say anything to her? I wonder. How do I know she doesn’t know the people in the 
video? How do I know they didn’t set all this shit up just for another famous fake scary story? I 
don’t trust her. “I’m sorry,” I begin, “I’m not comfortable sharing any information with you like 
this, but I will tell you...no one was in my home by the time we’ve returned. We left in a hurry 
because of an emergency and we haven’t been back since.” 
She stares at me seeing every lie I dressed as the truth. She smirks sarcastically. She pulls her 
card from the clipboard she held and hands it to me, “When you’re ready to share what really 
happened, you can reach me at either of those numbers.” 
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Hmmm... 
I read her business card, and it seems that she reports to The Detroit News Breaking News Desk.  
Hmm.. so she’s legit?  
Even if she is, is a haunted house really “breaking news”? It sounds like a reach to me. I take the 
card, but just before she stands to leave... she looks at me, “You’ve been followed and you’re 
being followed. Your pictures have been in the paper since you started looking at the house a few 
months ago. That house is famous in this town. Be aware of your surroundings. Other reporters 
aren’t as nice as me. You really should have stayed in that cute one-bedroom.” She turns to 
leave. 
After she’d gone, I consider the truth of the matter. If all of this happens to be true...where was 
this “Blake” character when we got home? Are people really following my every move? I look 
around and see people that I haven’t seen. They all seem to be staring at me now. I hadn’t 
noticed them before. Their eyes keep glancing up at me, then quickly down again before I can 
fuss. I decide to sit in the car and wait for Arden.  
 
Chapter 7 
Sitting in the car happened to be more relaxing than I thought. I paid more attention to my 
surroundings and had a moment to clear my thoughts after onsetting a headache. I laid my head 
onto the headrest and did my best to rest. Though resting was impossible, it was the perfect time 
to try. My eyes are closed and my head is back when my phone alerts me of a motion being 
detected. I stare at the notification wondering how. I go into the app for the new doorbell to take 
a look at the live stream. I see room service cleaning and replacing the coffee. It’s not a clear 
shot, but I see the duster moving and the a corner of her uniform. She must’ve taken it from the 
drawer. I don’t watch any further. I’ve never been one to spy on someone. I didn’t feel right 
watching them clean the room so I exited the app. 
 
Arden pulls up about 40 minutes later, and we do as planned. She actually wanted to drive my 
jeep, so I drove Ray’s to his job while she followed. I leave his keys with the receptionist and 
depart to drive Arden back to her car. Arden does video editing. She’s worked some major films, 
but she mainly works the movies that never hit theaters. She’s partnered with a streaming service 
recently. She’s made a great living for herself. I’m proud. We briefly discuss what she’s been up 
to before she starts to pry into my personal life in return. “So, how’s the new house? I’ve been 
trying to get over there, but life has been manhandling me,” she says. 
I throw a joke to deflect, “I thought that’s how you liked it!” I tease. 
She laughs, “No, I’m retired.” 
The laughter subsides and I purposely never answer her question. She noticed,  
“So? The house?” 
I pretend like I forgot, “Oh! Yea! It’s been an experience. We are...ummm...not going to live 
there anymore.” 
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I know I can’t leave the conversation there, but I try. I can see her eyes widen through my 
peripheral vision. I pretend that I don’t and continue driving. She catches my drift,  
“Not comfortable talking about what’s going on?” 
I let out an exhale, “It’s been a crazy experience. I don’t know how to talk about it.” 
She always had a way with words that made stressful situations less hectic, “Starting from the 
beginning helps a great deal…” she said. I smirk. 
“I think the house is haunted. We’ve been hearing noises and seeing things that shouldn’t be 
there. I dog sat my mom's dog and ...something attacked it right in front of our faces. I thought it 
may have been fleas or allergies, but the vet said the dog’s head was almost severed. Ray and I 
stayed in an Extended Stay last night. Being jittery, I set up the smart-video doorbell last night 
for no reason other than trying to focus on something innocent, and in the middle of the night, 
there was a crazy amount of motions being detected. I checked the footage, but there’s nothing. 
There was a reporter in the dealership telling me that I’ve been followed because this whole town 
knows of the stupid woman that bought the haunted house that’s been vacant for 900 years. I’m 
hearing stories that the grass never grows and how the house is forbidden. There’s a video going 
around of some white folks that went into the house after we rushed the dog to the emergency 
last night. Now, they’re saying one of them never made it out. In the video, you can hear them 
talking to something in the house. It really sounds like they genuinely see something.” 
I pull out the reporter's card and hand it to her, 
“This is what the reporter gave me. I don’t know how legit she is, but…whatever. Ray and I 
went back to the house after the vet and we didn’t see anyone there. We just saw...a chair that 
wasn’t there before. I’m so overwhelmed and technically homeless. Now, my birthday is in two 
days and I scheduled this huge dinner at the house and I just need to cancel it all. Rays emotions 
are up and down. One second, he’s talkative and vocal about his feelings, and then he’ll switch 
and get all quiet and grumpy.” 
I finally stopped talking. I’m venting and throwing events at her in no real order. Arden sat for a 
moment to take it all in, “Send me the video files from the doorbell footage.” 
I’m confused, “I don’t know how to send anything from the app, I’m just learning how to 
navigate the basics.” 
“I’ll do it,” she says, “You have to lighten the video. Maybe add contrast to see anything 
supernatural. I did a film...a true story about supernatural occurrences and...I was turned into a 
believer overnight. I didn’t sleep for weeks. I’ll get those files from you and see what was picked 
up. I know we grew up with parents that didn’t believe in that, but that shit is real. There’s a 
whole other world aligned with ours. I’m positive of it.” 
She stops for a sec, then starts again, “As far as Ray...you’re going to have to give him his 
freedom of emotion. If you two need space, you’re more than welcome to come stay with me. 
Also, I agree with canceling the birthday dinner. If the house has a… ’thirst’, for lack of a better 
term, you definitely don’t want to bring other people into its grasp. Think about blessing the 
house if you have nowhere else to go. There are things you can do. Buy sage. I’ll help.” 
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She pauses, “I can only imagine what you’re going through. However, I do have one concern, 
I’m worried that you’re not dealing with just human spirits. I’ve never heard of your typical 
ghost attacking a dog. The dog probably threatened whatever ancient prehistoric vessel that has a 
hold on that house and it attacked. That’s what it sounds like.” 
“You sure seem to know a lot about this kind of stuff,” was the only thing I could say in the 
moment. 
“I never had a reason to share it with you knowing you were a heavy non-believer,” she said. 
“After a few of my ghostly films, I’ve done a shit ton of research. I read about so much and 
there’s a lot of knowledge on youtube as well. I became obsessed with researching it. My clients 
would hand me these films on these no-name phones and camera recorders. They’d swear up and 
down that the images haven’t been tampered with in any way. As an editor, I know what an 
edited video looks like. These things are real. Don’t get me wrong, some are fakes, but a lot of 
them are truly legit.” 
I turn sheet white. I can’t stare her in the face right now. Everything that I believed was turning 
out inaccurate. I’ve never been a believer. Even through all of this, I feel there's some sort of 
explanation. There has to be. It’s in my blood to make sense of things that don’t make sense. I 
was taught that ghosts and goblins aren’t real. Now, I have all of these strange occurrences 
proving otherwise. I’d rather believe that it’s the townspeople playing a sick joke and move on. 
I'd rather not find out there’s more to life right now.  
Arden could tell. She could tell my mind was trying to rationalize everything that didn’t make 
sense to it. My mind always wanted an “out” of the unexplainable. Since there were people in 
our home, maybe the chair was some sort of reflection. Maybe the whole town is playing some 
big sick joke on the new black folks in town to keep their precious “forbidden home” vacant so 
all their goofy scary stories could continue to live on. 
“Look at you,” she ruined my thoughts, “You’re still looking for a reason to not believe the very 
things that you’ve encountered yourself!” she laughed. 
“I’m a nurse. It’s just how my brain works. I’m a professional problem solver,” I said. 
“If you’re breaking out in hives and stripes, I don’t call it ghosts, I have to find a feasible answer 
and prescribe a fix!” 
“Well, you can’t throw medicine at a house,” she says, “You actually have to find the problem 
and treat it. There’s a difference in what you do for a paycheck versus reality. Remember that.” 
She always had a smart mouth, but she had a point.  
 
When we got to her car, she jumped out like Carmen Sandiego. She grabbed a few cords and a 
laptop, “Give me your phone,” she demanded. I followed instructions. She transferred the data 
she needed from my phone to her computer in moments. She was really good with technology. I 
had no idea exactly what she did. 
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“I’ll mess around with it when I get to the house and let you know what’s up. I hope there’s 
nothing there because you don’t want shit like this following you around. That’s a whole ‘nother 
problem.” 
That comment made my heart skip.  
 
Chapter 8 
I’d finished running my errands and communicated with Ray via text only briefly throughout the 
day. He’d only responded with small remarks. He told me he picked up his keys from the front 
desk, but asked about the birthday dinner. That was odd because I was almost certain it goes 
without saying that the dinner is cancelled. I’ve responded that I haven’t contacted anyone yet 
and he stopped responding. If you hadn’t noticed by now, I don’t fuss much when it comes to 
Ray and his moods. A man needs his time and has rights to his emotions. I made my way back at 
the Extended Stay around 8 pm and I made certain to bring “home” dinner. I figured he’d be 
there by then, but he wasn’t. I settled for a twenty piece of fried chicken wings, fries, a couple 
sodas, and a bottle of wine. I even picked up a few of his favorite beers. Can’t go wrong with 
options. Time is passing and I’m thinking he may let the sun beat him home. He’s been off work 
for four hours and he hasn’t called or texted since “round five”. I do my best not to pry. I’m sure 
he’ll walk in at any moment. In the meantime, I find things to occupy my mental. I stay away 
from the smart doorbell. I’ve messed with it enough. Arden has my beliefs growing and I’m too 
freaked out to learn more right now. I pick at the fried chicken, but it’s no meal without Ray. My 
attempt to not watch the time pass fails as I glance at my watch every few minutes. More time 
passes and it’s near midnight. At this point, I’ve been calling and texting Ray for the past 2 
hours. I’m thinking maybe he’d gotten wrapped up with another big account at work. Sometimes 
he pulls really late nights and can’t be on his phone much. I’m sometimes more understanding 
than I should be. I try not to think about it. I get showered and changed into sleepwear. The last 
time I remember looking at the clock, it was eleven forty-nine that night. No Ray, no texts, and 
no calls. I put my phone on the charger and I head to bed. 
 
There were no disturbances sleeping alone that night. Well… at least none that grabbed my 
attention. I’d slept with the lights on. The lights were on in rooms I wasn’t in. The television was 
turned on channels with live laughing audiences and the volume wasn’t low. I’ve had those 
nights where I woke up in the middle of the night and the scariest movie I’ve ever seen was 
playing right on the part someone had gotten eaten or possessed. To play it safe, I leave it on 
happy channels. I go from watching an infomercial to waking up at eleven AM on the nose. The 
sun stabbed past the curtains on a mission. I couldn’t remember why all the lights were on. I 
knocked over an empty bottle of wine trying to reach for my phone. My memory started to 
return. I’m still in this fucking room and Ray isn’t here. The first thing I do is check my phone. 
14 missed calls. Nine from Ray, and a crap-ton from others. I call Ray. I get voicemail. I hang up 
and call again. Same thing. I just want to scream and cry in this moment. My phone rings and I 
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don’t look at the caller identifier before I answer. “Happy Birthday, Vivian!” a group of familiar 
voices screams to me. 
What? I thought it was in two more days. I check the calendar on my phone and it seems I’ve 
been behind all week. I try not to let the disappointment on my face come out my mouth.  
“Oh, thank you!!” 
Fuck. 
I wish I could skip the aging thing this year because I’m not in the mood. I mistakenly complain 
aloud while I’m checking all the ‘Happy Birthday’ text messages, “Shit, that is today?”  
“What do you mean ‘that IS today’? Hell yes it is! The big 3-3! Get your ass over here girl! We 
are waiting on you!”  
What? I think to myself. Get my ass over where? 
“Where are you guys?” I ask. 
“We are at your house with Ray. We’ve been helping him set up all morning. It was supposed to 
be a surprise, but you didn’t show up when he thought you would, so we decided to call you. He 
figured you’d come looking for him at the house then BOOM! Surprise! But, you were a 
no-show to your own breakfast party!” 
Hmmm but...I hate breakfast...is that why he didn’t come to the motel last night? I’m even more 
pissed. What the fuck! 
“Ok, I’ll be there,” I say dryly and hang up. I know I’m not making the best impression for a 
surprise birthday gathering, but this is terrible timing. The evening was supposed to be canceled 
but it totally slipped my mind yesterday. I call Ray again, no answer. Ugh! The only thing I can 
do is go to the gathering, so ...I go enroute back to that damn house. Why would he go there after 
everything we just went through? 
 
I felt stupid pulling into the driveway noticing the tire marks across the grass from fleeing the 
nights prior. I park and get out mistakenly slamming the car door. There are balloons tied to the 
doorknob and confetti across the porch. Cute.  
I walk in and I’m immediately greeted with love and affection. I catch a glimpse of Ray with an 
apron on rushing around getting things in order. That made me smile. Even during the worst 
times, he makes sure I have the best. I appreciate him and I’ve decided to do my best to fix my 
attitude before I approach him. My mom and dad are here, cousins, his friends, his family, old 
neighbors...just...anyone you would hope to see. I hug my parents like I haven’t seen them in 
years when it's only been a few days. I asked my mom about her trip and the condition of Tisk. 
She said all was well and Tisk is doing better, but she’d like to speak in private later. I agree and 
turn to greet more guests. Finally. I see him up close. It’s Ray, waiting in line to hug me. I wrap 
around him tight. Tighter than I hugged my parents. My hug told a story and his was comforting. 
He pulled back from me to look in my face, “What’s wrong?” 
He could sense my discomfort even though I tried to conceal it. He grabbed my hand, “Come 
on,” he lead me into a room down the hall. I follow and wave to people on my way out. I smile, 
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“I’ll be right back,” to everyone wondering where we were off to. He closes the door behind us, 
“What’s going on?” he asks. 
Hell, I don’t know where to start so, I start backward.  
“Why did you leave me alone last night? Why are we even here right now?!” 
I lose my nerve. 
“Your damn aunt called me while I was at work last night. I bought her a ticket so she could 
attend the dinner, remember? I purchased her flight months ago. Well, she was here! Her flight 
landed and I totally forgot. I left to go get her and I had no where else to take her. I forgot to 
cancel things with everyone. I dropped the ball. Everyone started confirming their time off work 
and I figured if I could get people here earlier, i.e turn it into a breakfast rather than a dinner, 
they’d be gone before sunset. This way we aren’t explaining why we had to cancel. I’ve been in 
here cleaning and preparing and...before I realized it, the damn sun was up again. I haven’t 
performed a lick of sleep, Viv. I’m sorry. It was the only way I saw this working out. I just knew 
you’d pop up looking for me. For the longest time, the power was out and I couldn’t charge my 
phone. I tried in the car, but my cord was gone.” 
I remembered something, “Shit. I took your cord the other night.” 
Where he was and why he decided to do things this way is simply happenstance at this point, I 
need to update him. 
“Listen,” I pull a chair and sit like a detective, “There are reporters everywhere... following 
me...following us. There were people in our house after we took Tisk to the vet that night. A 
video is floating around of them talking to a presence in this house. They were genuinly 
interacting with something in here. They started running from something and a guy named Blake 
didn’t make it out. He’s in here somewhere unless the town is playing one big nasty trick on us. I 
have been calling you every five minutes, Ray.” This was the only way to start the conversation. 
“Well, first...happy birthday. Secondly, my gift to you is to play stylist. I’m styling your hair and 
I have an outfit for you. Your aunt and I bought it when...I lied and told her I put you in a hotel 
so I could prepare things.” 
I look around and didn’t even realize we were in my she-shed. He grabs my favorite hair 
products from the shelf and brings them over to me. “When I went to get my car, there was a 
woman that approached me. She showed me a video of drunken adults in our house after we 
rushed out with Tisk. We didn’t leave the door open. You see us carrying Tisk and driving away. 
Someone also followed us there as a call-boy to alert them when we were coming back. No one 
approached you? I’ve been the new damn celebrity around here.” He begins massaging styling 
gel all throughout my hair, “Ray, what are you doing??” He pulls my head to the side like a mom 
would do her daughter, “I’ve seen you do your hair enough. I know how to do it, Vivian.”  
Through all this, I chuckle. I’m genuinely laughing. He smirks and continues doing my hair.  
“And which style are we doing?” I ask.  
“Messy bun with cleavage,” he says. 
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“Cleavage??” I’m confused. He says, “A little strand or two. You know how you do it where it 
looks wet, but it’s really soft and dry with the little cleavage in front!” We both crack up 
laughing. 
When the laughter descends he says, “I know this stuff is a mess, but for one day I want us to try 
not to think of it. I grew up in a church. Evil never wins. We are not running today.” 
Now, looking back on it, I noticed Ray’s response to the mayhem is far too light. I didn’t notice 
then...it’s quite obvious now. Anyway... 
“When I came home last night, I looked up a few positive scriptures and read them throughout 
the house. I hung up crosses in the hallway. I felt the gathering would be an overabundance of 
positivity that this house hasn’t seen in over 30 years. Nothing happened. There were no weird 
sounds or unexplainable bumps. If someone was in here, I would have seen or heard them by 
now.” He said. 
“So,” I jump in when I can, “You believe reading googled scriptures and hanging dollar store 
crucifixes has cleared this house of the activity?” 
“Well,” he reached for a brush, “Up until you said it like that, I did.” 
“Strength invites challenge. Babe, if we can pay for an extended stay every week, we can just 
rent a new place. It’s just money. We will waste a lot more in our time together. Trust me. I’m 
sure there’s no coincidence in you throwing your religion and this dead silence in here. There’s 
been more that’s happened, I’ve just kept it all to myself. This feels like the calm before the 
storm.” 
He started brushing my hair into a high pony preparing for the “messy bun” as he’d so excited to 
perform. It felt so good. I can feel him wrapping the tie back around my hair and flipping my 
baby hairs out.  
“Alright, we’ll start house shopping asap. This gathering should last past three o’clock. We’ll 
gather more things and kiss this place goodbye” he says.  
I agree, “This ain’t the movies baby. We can’t fight what we don’t understand. It’s just a house. 
Fuck this place.” 
 
He did my hair before he dressed me, which caused him to do my hair again. I applied a bit of 
makeup on my own and we joined all the smiling faces. After a while of mingling and drinking, I 
noticed our families bringing in dishes from their cars. They were preparing for the birthday 
dinner. I went to redirect them and inform them that things had changed, but...I then felt bad 
because so many people had prepared food to bring and celebrate with me. We were all here, 
there is no activity, so...I allowed it. The time had been around three thirty and Ray pulled me 
aside, “I thought we would have been out of here by now..” 
“I couldn’t turn their expectations down. A lot of them still brought over their dinner potluck. 
Nothing has been happening, so I figured we’d do everyone a solid if we stayed just a few more 
hours. The kids are playing, everyone is enjoying themselves...what do you say?” 
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He looks around for a moment and lets out an exhausting exhale that makes me cringe, 
“Alright.” 
 
We had a really long table in the dining area enough to fit the number of guests we had. There 
was an additional smaller table mimicking ours for the children in attendance. Everyone is 
seated. Ray's sister comes in with her husband and four small children. We greet them and get 
them situated. My mom finds her old photo album that I took from home years ago. Her and the 
family starts to look through them cracking jokes about my childhood gap and pigtails. My mom 
shows me a picture she had glued behind another one that I hadn’t noticed. It was a picture of me 
in the middle of a school project. The subject seemed to be science as a number of us were 
holding measuring tubes. You could see a few classmates in the back also working just as I. My 
mom asked Ray if he had any pictures from his childhood. He said that he put his photos in the 
back of that album book. I wasn’t aware of that information myself, so I was festively interested 
to see what was there.  
“I never had an album to hold my memories,” he said, “So, when we moved, I stashed them there 
so I wouldn’t lose them. They’re on the last page,” He stood to direct mom slightly over her 
shoulder. He flipped to the back, “I only have about 5.”  
He points to the first one, “This is the day I was born,” he points to a few others, “These are me 
around 10,” he said smiling. My mom had a look on her face that I couldn’t make out. I didn’t 
question it in the moment out of respect, but I planned to ask in private. “This picture…” she 
said, staring at it without blinking, “I’ve seen it somewhere before.” 
Ray glanced perplexed. Mom pulled out her phone and took a close photo of the first two 
photographs of Ray. “These two look so familiar to me,” she said. 
She stared at the photos on her phone for a moment longer before putting her phone away, “It’ll 
come to me.” 
 
Ray’s sister asked for directions to the bathroom. I stood to point the way, but didn’t walk with 
her. As I went to take my seat, I noticed the last thing I need to see. The handle to the front door 
wiggled as if someone desperately tried to get in...or out. I locked eyes with Ray, and he too had 
noticed the strange occurrence. I walk to the door and Ray is right by my side. We open the door 
and there is no one. I’m instantly afraid that I’ve let something in. Ray and I stare at one another 
waiting for something to happen, but nothing does. We are grateful, but we know that didn’t 
happen for nothing. A child calls from the hallway while approaching us, “Uncle Ray?! The lady 
folding towels in the bathroom wants you to come here.” 
I’ll never forget how quickly things transpired. Ray frowned his face and asked, “Who?” 
The lights shut off directly at the end of his question. 
The children in attendance instantly over reacted pouring themselves into every inch of the room 
screaming and laughing. The little girl jumped in Ray’s arms. He picked her up and held her 
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close. I then heard her whisper to him, “She said it’s okay to stay home and she’s sorry about the 
dog. Her dog can be mean sometimes, but it won’t happen again. Her dogs name is Fella.” 
Ray’s sister then came out next, but said nothing about a woman folding towels. Ray hit the light 
switch in the foyer and the light unexpectedly popped on. He’s stunned and I too with him. It’s a 
natural reaction to try the light switch in a power outage. It never works, but...it’s just what 
you’re supposed to do. Oddly, in our case...the light switch turned them back on. That never 
happens. We looked bewildered because we assumed the power had gone out. He walked into 
the living room and did the same thing. The light came on. The other adults noticed and began 
flipping on the lights in the other rooms. Something switched all the lights off. The adults started 
to blame the unusual occurence on the kids playing tricks on us, but Ray and I knew different. 
We knew extremely different. I grab his attention, “It’s time to go. I have our bags in my car.” 
My mom caught our interaction and gave me that concerned motherly eye. I decided to be real 
with her so I signal for her to meet me on the porch. She follows. She looks at me like she’s in 
deep thought. “What mom?!” I ask hastily. 
She snaps her finger like her thought is almost clear, “That baby picture. He’s the baby that went 
missing here in this house! It was all over the news in the early 80’s. The Pearson family that 
lived here had a really racist past. They were apart of the Klu Klux Klan in their younger years, 
but grew out of those ways.” She pulls up outdated news information on her phone that shows 
his picture and reward money for his whereabouts, “As a courtesy to the black community, they 
adopted Ray. They figured adopting a black child and showering him with love and affection 
would undo all the lynching and murdering they’d been associated with. Well, just as the KKK 
has their secret groups and meetings, there was a black group just as powerful and they 
confronted the Pearson family and told them to reconsider adopting a black child when they’d 
gotten wind of the adoption. They threatened that things would get dangerous if they went 
through with it, but the Pearson family was not afraid. A few weeks later, their entire family was 
butchered and Ray went missing.” 
My mouth hit the floor because things started to make sense! His parents were totally not in 
agreeance with us buying this place. They wouldn’t support it and they refused to attend the 
dinner. My mother searched for more information, “There are more clippings about it online…” 
My mind is galloping through the new information. Does Ray know? Did his parents tell him? 
Does Liam know? Why isn’t he here? Has Ray been lying all this time? Was this all a set up to 
get him back into this house since he couldn’t afford it alone?? Mom flips her phone around and 
shows me the article dating back to April 1982 with the same picture of Ray in the missing 
children section. But there was a difference, his name wasn’t Ray! His birth name was Leeland 
Pearson. My mind can’t handle this. Who’s last name do I have then?? Some bullshit name is 
black power parents came up with?? Ray opens the door to check on my mother and I and I 
couldn’t help but show him the phone, “Did you know about this shit??” 
Ray looks at me in total confusion, “What?” he says softly with gentle lines in his forehead. 
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I shove the phone into his hand. My father heard the commotion and came onto the porch. Ray’s 
sister followed. Everyone is peering at this news article from the 80’s like it’s new news and it 
drove me nuts. “Seriously?! A google search my mother found in 30 seconds?! Are you two 
going to act like you didn’t know??!” I shout at Ray and his sister. Ray’s sister shut the front 
door to stop the crowd from growing larger.  
 
Chapter 9 
“Ray and Vivian Black??! Is that a made up name because of some race war in the 80’s??” 
The sky clapped with thunder and a flood of rain poured upon us within an instant. We gather 
back into the inside of the home, but we stay close to the door. We are huddled like a football 
team throwing nasty words at one another. Ray’s sister then says, “I’m done fighting about it. I 
seriously don’t know. I’m calling mom and dad.” 

She pulls out her phone and dials their mom and dads home. The conversation wasn’t clear as 
she stepped away for privacy. When she returned she said, “I told them we had questions about 
Ray being adopted. They just...hung up.” 
Speculation circled the room. Just as it had, an eerie creek moved across the floor. The sound of 
something shuffling around the room was made apparent to everyone in an instant, but no one 
could see a thing. Confusion shifted around the room as people started to look at Ray and I for 
answers. Hell, at this point...I didn’t have answers. My mind was blurry and everything was 
happening so quickly. I wasn’t upset at Ray, I was upset at the circumstances. Every last one of 
them. “We need to go!” I say aloud. 
No one moves. They seem to be more interested in figuring out what the shuffling noise is. The 
commotion travels chillingly up the walls and comes to a halt when we expected it to be above 
us. The calm. All I remember whispering is, “Get the fuck out, now. Move! Move!” 
The kids hit the door the quickest. Their parents didn’t bother placing their shoes on, they carried 
them out along with the leftover food. Some left their pots. The house vacated in seconds. My 
neighbors watch from the windows and doorways as the inflections in our voices rang trouble.  
Fuck them. I call for Ray, “Ray?!” 
Our families are scattering across our lawn to their cars like bugs. I see why white people don’t 
want us around. It was embarrassing. I wish they would have kept things a little more under 
wrapped. A friend heard me calling Ray’s name and told me he didn’t come out yet. 
Remembering back, I don’t remember him being a friend of mine or Ray. He told me Ray was 
calling my name in the house. So, of course, I run back inside without thinking first. 
 
I leave the door opened behind me, “Ray! I’m at the door!” I try to guide him without going 
completely in. “I can’t get to you!” He shouts back. 
What the fuck does he mean? Just come down here! 
“Just come to the foyer!” I shout. 
I stand there for minutes waiting for his response. I never receive one.  
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“Ray?! You coming?!” 
Nothing. 
I start through the foyer and through the living room. I cut into the dining area and stop at the 
hallway. This hallway always had a bad feeling to it. There were no windows to help bring life 
into it, it was just...long, experienced, dark, and lonely. Walking through it felt like a season 
change. There was always an unnecessary chill to it. I used to think it was because there were no 
heating vents, but...I believe it’s because of other reasons. Everything was so still. Not a 
comfortable normal-like still where you can hear the wind outside and the birds, this was a dead 
still. Being in that moment felt lifeless like I just walked through a demension. I start walking 
down the hallway quicker than I’d ever before,  
“Ray?!” I call out again. 
“Viv, I’m in here…call 911, I don’t have signal!” He finally calls out. 
I follow his voice into the bedroom. I’m praying he isn’t hurt. The bedroom door is wide open 
and I find him standing over someone stretched across the carpet near the foot of our bed. 
“Oh my God! Is he okay?!” 
I run over instantly going into nurse mode as I’d do at work.  
“Sir, are you okay? What happened to you?” I look up to Ray, “Is this a friend of yours? What 
happened to him and why is he in here??” 
My questions begin compiling. The more questions I ask, the more I realize just how much this 
moment doesn’t make sense. Ray isn’t responding to me. He looks shell shocked as he’s fiddling 
with his phone. 
I’ll get to Ray later, “Sir,” I call out to the young man again, “What happened to you?” 
I pull out my phone to call 911 as he can’t seem to mouth words worth a damn.  
There’s always something that stops us from leaving this damn house! I’m growing frustrated as 
we are losing sunlight by the minute. This young man was white. He was wearing blue jeans and 
nothing else. No socks, no shoes, no shirt, no nothing. His pants were extremely dirty, loose 
fitting around the waist, and ripped by the ankles like he’s been stuck on a hot island for far too 
long. 
“It...It-it..she…” 
He tried to talk to me.  
“...changes. She’s here. She hurts...p..p-people. 
“Someone hurt you?!” I try to make sense of what he’s saying. Aside from exhaustion, he looks 
like he’ll live.  
“Call...Maddy. Call Ma...Five-eight-six-one-five...seven….one-five-one-five. Call...call..mad.” 
Oddly in that moment, my brain picked up and remembered everything. I hung up with the 
police and dialed the number he said. Maybe he’s having an episode and someone can tell me 
how to help him through it. A young girl picks up the phone. Maybe around 10 years old. 
“Hello?” She said. I’ll never forget her voice sounded so sweet and innocent. 
“Hi Maddy?... I’m giving you a call for …” I realize I didn’t get his name. I lean over,  
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“Sir, what’s your name?” 
He speaks just above a crackling whisper, “Blake.” 
The name rings a bell. Blake? Thee Blake that snuck in here a few days ago?! I try not to freak 
out. “Blake. Blake wanted me to call you. Here, I’ll pass him the phone.” 
Blake’s arm is shaking as he removes the phone from my hand. 
I hear the girl call for her mom, “Mom! It’s dad!” 
I hear a woman approach with concern in her voice, “It’s your dad?” 
She takes the phone, “Blake?! Where have you been?! We’ve been worried sick!” 
Blake says nothing.  
I hear the girl tell her mother to put the phone on speaker. 
“Dad?” She calls out to him. 
He answers, “Maddy...Maddy I died. Two days ago, Maddy, I died. I’m sorry.” 
The girl sounds perplexed, “Dad, what do you mean? Where are you?” 
“Hell.” He said to her. 
Maddy’s words had become disorganized, “Dad-what?! Dad!?” 
Her mother kept saying she didn’t hear anything. I hear the phone tussle a bit, then the mother’s 
voice gets close, “Blake, where are you? Why aren’t you saying anything? Whose number is 
this?? Hello??!!” 
I take the phone from Blake as he sounds completely crazy, “Hello Ma’am. I’m Vivian and I’m a 
nurse. My husband found him in our home in this daze. I live at 2701 Hunters Way in West 
Bloomfield Hills. Are you near? I’m going to call 911 to check him over. Please come.” 
She seemed to appreciate my demeanor. She responded confidently, “We are on the way. Thank 
you so much.” 
I hang up and call 911 back. I inform them of the things he’s said to his family and I. I give them 
a rundown of how I found him and how he was dressed. EMS are on my doorstep before I can 
hang up the phone. I jog down the hall, through the dining area, past the living room, and to the 
foyer to open the front door. There are six men at the door in their uniforms and equipment in 
hand. “This way.” I turn and slowly jog to where Blake had been. They follow and mimic my 
speed. Blake is still where I left him and Ray is still standing over him. The guys rush over to 
Blake and immediately check for a pulse. I stand a few feet back to provide a respectable amount 
of space. I did, however think it was strange to check for a pulse while he is clearly alert and 
mildly active. I try not to pry as every medical professional does their jobs differently. 
“Expired.” One medic says. 
I’m stumped. “What?!” I shout mistakenly.  
I know what expired means. This man is not expired. 
I walked over to the guy who pronounced Blake dead, “Sir, I’m a nurse. Why are you 
pronouncing him dead? He’s sitting here looking right at you…” 
He just looks at me with this...stir-crazy expression. 
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“He just called his family. They are on their way!” I’m growing frustrated with being looked at 
like a crazy lady. I look at Blake and he stares back at me with no expression. 
“Ma’am, his body is as solid as a rock. He’s been dead easily twenty-four hours or even longer.” 
He stared at me a moment longer expecting me to understand the bare basics since I said I’m a 
nurse. I stare at Blake. My eyes begin adjusting as though a small fog is clearing right before me. 
I’ve never seen anything like it. I am now staring at an undeniable deceased white man in my 
bedroom. His mouth was cocked open and eyes midway shut. His hands were stuck into a 
cup-like position and his neck was fully extended causing him to be propped uncomfortably onto 
the back of his head. He was not like this just moments ago.  
“I’m sorry for your loss.” The medic said as he watched me come to an understanding. 
I grew upset, “My loss?! I don’t know this man! He just gave me the phone number to call his 
family. He just talked to his daughter on my phone. Literally a few minutes ago.” 
I hear what they are saying, I see a dead body too, but he wasn’t this dead a few minutes ago. 
How do I explain this to anyone?! I look over at Ray, “Am I going fucking crazy here?? He told 
me his name and gave me a number to call!! Right?!” 
Now, naturally I’m second guessing the entire experience. I have been drinking. Am I drunk? 
What the fuck! At this point, I’m laughing. You know how people nervously laugh during 
terrible or traumatic situations? That was me. There’s no way that any of this is happening like 
this. Is Ray in on this shit? He’s awfully quiet. I hope he doesn’t think I’ve forgotten about the 
conversation we were having. I need answers to that shit too. Something out of all this needs to 
start making sense, and soon! The moment we start to talk about his family, the lights shut off 
and there’s a magical body in our bedroom. I swear to God, I feel like I’m stuck in a fucking 
horror film. Everyone is steadily looking at me like I have vegetables growing from my temples. 
I start to lose it, “Okay, so at this point, I feel fucked with by everyone. All of you,” I point to all 
the city workers in my bedroom, “And you!” I point to Ray. I continue my unwarranted rant, 
“It’s shit after shit in this cracker ass neighborhood and this...weird fucking pathetic fucking 
house!” 
By this time, police officers make their way into my house. I could tell by the unneccesary 
stomping and the chatter on their radios. Not thinking, I blurt out, “Who let ya’ll in here?!” Then 
I see Ray’s parents walk in. Fucking perfect. The Adams Family is all in attendance. I look over 
at Ray to give him an evil stare, but he’s already looking at me like I called their asses over here. 
We held a crisp, but informative conversation between the wrinkles in our forehead and our 
naturally potent eyebrows. He didn’t call them. To be respectful, he walked over to greet them 
but you could tell he didn’t want to. I apologize to the officers I snapped at since they were 
standing behind me like they were ready to cuff me. It was either I talk to the officers or Ray’s 
parents and I was in no emotional state to be gentle with them right now.  
Ray’s parents were always well dressed. I’m sure that’s where he’d gotten the habit from.  
Like your typical couple, Ray’s father was taller than his mother by miles. They reminded me of 
Cookie and Magic Johnson just minus the fame and the HIV. He was tall, dark, heavy, and bald 
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while his mother was short, thick, and light. They were a sophisticated and intimidating couple, 
completely capable of stealing a baby and getting away with it. They were dressed like they were 
fresh out of church….or court. They were lawyers. You know, the more I describe them, the 
more guilty they sound. 
Anyway, a pair of medics attempt to bag up the body, when another approaches, but whispers 
something to them. After receiving the information, they walk out with the bag and more officers 
come in with crime scene tape. 
“Is there a remote camera crew somewhere?” I pose my question to everyone in the room. No 
one says a word for a while, then one brave city worker tries to counsel me. 
“Ma’am, we have to await homicide before we move the body. There’s nothing to worry about. 
They’re going to collect evidence and check for-”  
“Murder?!” I cut him off, “You’re here to see if this man was killed. I know how this looks with 
a dead white man in a black couples bedroom. What are you thinking? You’re thinking this was 
some big fucking orgy that went south?! There’s no way it could be natural causes, right?! Or 
fucking...ghosts?! Right? Demons, maybe?! Or what ever the fuck has been living in this house 
with us since we moved in?!” 
I can’t believe I just said that. I immediately regret my words. 
Ray walks over to me, “Vivian, stop!” He whispered just below a shout, “You’re embarrassing 
me. I didn’t see what you saw! Okay?! Let’s just talk about it later. Please. My parents said we 
can go back to their place so we don’t have to go back to the hotel. We’ll get to wash, take a 
suitable bath, and not worry about anything for a second.” 
I snap at him, “Vivian stop?!” I smirk, “Since the whole gang is here happy and hunting with the 
scooby machine out front ready to take use away,” I turn to his parents, “Is Ray adopted? Huh? 
Can you solve that riddle?!” The whole room stopped. All the small talk ceased and I’m sure one 
of the officers turned his radio off to limit interruptions. Ray’s parents look at me like I’m 
speaking fucking french, “Oh, I’m sorry… Leeland! Is that better for you? Is Leeland Pearson 
adopted?! You know, the little black boy that used to live here!” I point to Ray, “That guy!?” 
“Fucking stop, Vivian!” Ray yells at me in a way I’ve never heard before. 
I’m shocked. I stare at him like I’ve never before. Okay momma’s boy.  
An officer interrupted our family troubles, “Ma’am, I’m going to need a statement from you and 
your husband in regards to what happened here.” 
I look at him with a nice-nasty smile, “Absolutely not. Lawyer!” 
He looks at me like I’m one of those difficult black people that he watches on Love & Hip Hop. 
Ray interrupted, “I apologize, it’s been a long week. I’ll provide your statement.” He looks at 
me,  
“Maybe you should head to the hotel to calm down. I’m going to go with my parents to figure all 
this out.” He looks at me just a moment longer then treats me like I’m not there.  
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I can take the hint. I understand that I’ve been showing my ass for the past 20 minutes, and he 
should understand why. I’m allowed to have moments like this when I’m living in a perfect 
world upside down. 
I grab what I need from the house and I head out the door. I remember my purse being big 
enough to fit what I needed in there. The moment I reach the foyer, I see a white woman and a 
teenager trying to make their ways past the crime scene tape.  
“Are you Vivian?! Ma’am, are you Vivian!?” She calls out to me. 
I want to ignore her, but I morally can’t. “Yes, yes I am.” I acknowledge her and signal that it’s 
okay for her to come in. They run over to me with desperation in their eyes,  
“Thank you so much. Where is he? Where’s Blake?!” 
“He’s in there,” I gesture toward the house. “Straight down the hallway to the left.” 
They run slowly together into the house calling his name. I let them. I wouldn’t dare tell them 
what’s happened. I don’t even understand what’s happened myself. My mind is being an acrobat. 
It’s performing all types of flips and jolts that it’s never attempted before. I can’t clear my mind 
long enough to drive straight as I blow through a few stop signs by accident. I don’t get very far 
before Ray starts to call me. I don’t answer. I don’t want to answer any more questions right 
now. I’ll let him deal with that shit since he didn’t see what I saw. I’ll leave this up to him and 
his parents. The fucking Paw Patrol. 
 
Chapter 10 
I finally pull up to the Extended Stay. It felt like the longest ride I’d ever taken. Ray called a few 
more times, along with numbers I didn’t recognize. I assumed those numbers were government 
related and sent them to voicemail too. I’m starting to feel like a zombie. For the first time in a 
while, I’m looking forward to sleeping alone. Our stay was on the third floor. In most cases, I’d 
take the elevator, but this particular night, I took the stairs. I wasn’t in the mood to stand in a tiny 
traveling box. With my luck, I felt like I’d never make it out of there. The stairs went as planned, 
but it was the third floor that made me feel a little uneasy. It’s become all about the hallways. 
The hallway leading to our room made me feel like I was back at 2701 Hunters Way. I hadn’t 
felt that way about a hallway before. This wasn’t some childhood fear that I couldn’t kick, this 
was ...real. Walking down this hallway made my heart race. I try to ignore my feelings about the 
hallway as I’m walking through it clutching my purse. I think about baseball the whole way 
down. Baseball and coloring books. My thoughts play a perfect distraction up until I reach our 
room door. It’s wide open. Not in a natural way, but in an unrealistic way. Hotel doors don’t stay 
propped open by themselves. They’re weighed to close and lock immediately after being opened. 
That’s how this door was made, but this door wasn’t behaving properly. Something was holding 
my door wide open. There was no doubt in my mind. It felt like a deadly invitation to the other 
side where I would lose all control of my world. I knew better than to walk in there. Curiosity 
tells me to at least lean my head in to see what I can see. So, I do. I set my purse on the floor in 
the hall against the wall and lean in, “Hello?” I call out like they do in the movies. 
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My phone rings again scaring the shit out of me. I jump unconditionally startled. My hands 
become butterfingers and my phone slips from my fingers and bounces into the room. I can’t 
fucking believe what I just did. My entire body feels like a damaged nerve going into shock due 
to radiation exposure. I feel like I’ve never felt before. I can’t even control keeping my cell 
phone in my own hand. How could I be so reckless?? I refuse to beat myself up about it. I walk 
in.  
Fuck it.  
I grab my phone, it’s Ray. I answer, “Yea?” 
He can sense the attitude, but ignored it, “What number did you dial to reach Maddy?” 
I grab my purse from the hall and prop it in front of the door just in case it decides to close. I turn 
the television on and all the lights. I give him the area code and the first few numbers I could 
remember, “Five, eight, six, one, seven ...something. I can’t remember it all. Why?” 
He pauses for a long time. My patience couldn’t win an award if there were a million dollars 
behind it, “Hello?!” I shout in frustration. What the fuck are you getting at?? 
“Viv, that’s not their number. That’s not even their area code. She’s standing right here giving 
the cops their statement. They backed your story. The daughter admitted to talking with Blake 
and the mom admitted that it was your number that they got the call from. I just don’t get how 
you reached them with a different number…” 
I plop down on the bed listening to him figure out that I wasn’t crazy. I refused to help him 
through this. I needed him to understand me without the satisfaction of me pleading my case. 
“Vivian, they’re a mess. They keep telling they that they just talked to him. They’re saying the 
same things you were saying.” He paused for a moment. I didn’t jump in like I’d normally do to 
comfort his shady ways, “I-I” He struggles to continue, “I’m ...sorry babe.” I still don’t say 
anything, I’m trying to understand where this conversation is going.  
“Do you hear me, Viv?” 
“Yes.”I finally respond, but I’m sure to keep it short. 
He stammers to find his next words, “Well, okay… we-I’m going to my parents soon to have a 
talk about what my-” 
The toilet flushes in the bathroom. I can no longer hear Ray. I’m certain he’s still talking, but my 
ears are pointed in a different direction. I see my purse still holding the door open. I’m 
calculating my dart for the door as I have to get past the bathroom to get out. After the toilet 
flushes, the water runs for a moment like normal. The rinse is making it hard to hear anything 
else. I’m staring at the door awaiting my next heart attack. My breathing picks up, but my heart 
rate seems to slow. I’m so scared. Everything is going wrong. Why did Ray tell me to come back 
here by myself?? I’m so frustrated. A man walks from the bathroom. I’m too scared for my 
mouth to hit the floor. I remember vividly losing all taste and smell. It almost hurt to breathe. He 
was wearing blue jeans and nothing else. No socks, no shoes, no shirt, no nothing. His pants 
were extremely dirty, loose fitting around the waist, and ripped by the ankles like he’s been stuck 
on a hot island for far too...it was Blake. While my eyes were piecing him together, I 
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remembered that’s exactly what Blake wore. He was up and walking this time around. He looked 
at me over his shoulder and said, “Thank you for letting me call Maddy.” 
I nodded the best I could to let him know I heard him. Words weren’t a thing I remembered how 
to form in that moment. He walked out the door making a left into the hallway. I stared at the 
door like he would come back in a satanic rage and end this nightmare, but all I remember is 
Ray’s voice peering through the phone,  
“Vivian! Do you hear me talking to you?!” 
I still can’t form words. I’m shell shocked. I can’t tell Ray. I probably could have, but I’m 
starting to feel like I need to keep some things to myself like I did before.  
“Vivian!” 
He’s starting to sense that something was wrong. Still unable to speak, I just cry silently. He 
starts to hear the unbalanced rhythm in my breathing.  
“Vivian, what happened? What’s wrong? Vivian??!” 
All I could say is, “Blake was here.” My voice shook like a loose tire. Those words sounded as 
crazy as I felt. All I could do was cry. When my mouth could finally make sounds, I cried as 
loud as I could. I needed to.  
“Are we good here!? I have to go! Mom, dad, if you could finish up, I’d appreciate it. I have to 
go.” I hear the phone rustling, “Vivian, I’m on my way!” 
All I managed to get out was, “Okay,” just above a whimpy whisper. I stood to go back into the 
hallway. I grabbed my purse on the way out and the door closed immediately as expected. I 
couldn’t believe it. I decided to just wait for Ray in the lobby. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


